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emony as the faithful went to the Holy Table. Orders
had heen given that Madame Elisabeth should be exe-
cuted the last, in the cruel hope that the twenty-three
heads falling before her eyes might perhaps break
her courage. It was an unfounded hope. While
the sacrifice was going on, she recited the " De Pro-
fundis " without a change of color. When the turn
of the twenty-third victim, the last but one, came, the
saintly Princess said, " Courage! courage and faith
in God's mercy." Then it was her time to die, or,
rather, to enter into eternal life.

The noble virgin ascended the steps of the scaffold
with unfaltering step. She betrayed no emotion,
save at the moment when the executioner wanted to
take off the neckerchief that covered her breast. " In
the name of your mother," said Madame Elisabeth,
" do not uncover me." Those were her last words.
The soul of Madame Elisabeth was in heaven. All
the spectators* were moved. Even the knitting
women, the Furies of the guillotine, ceased their up-
roar, and the crowd dispersed in sadness. That day
there were around the scaffold none of the usual cries
of " Long live the Republic."

Madame Royale, later the Duchess of Angoul&rne,
was left alone in prison, with no more news of her
aunt than she had had of her mother. She did not
learn their fate till seven months later, when she left
the Temple, after an imprisonment of twenty-eight
months. Then, when with tears and distress, she was
speaking of her relations, a woman, touched by her